

    
        
          The Girl Who Was a Hat

        

        
        
          Yann Beauverd

        

        
          Published by The naughty witch's bookshelf, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE GIRL WHO WAS A HAT

    

    
      First edition. September 30, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Yann Beauverd.

    

    
    
      Written by Yann Beauverd.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1 - The hat and the dying girl

Chapter 2 - The girl and the villagers

Chapter 3 - The catacombs

Chapter 4 - The dancer

Chapter 5 - Learning and new perspective

Chapter 6 - The necromancer

Chapter 7 - Seeking advices

Chapter 8 - Layla Flirtypearl

Chapter 9 - Kidnapped

Chapter 10 – Confrontation

Chapter 11 - Finally reunited?

Chapter 12 - New purpose

Chapter 13 - The girl's family

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 - The hat and the dying girl
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Inhaling deeply, I felt the air filling my lungs for the first time. It was a strange sensation, foreign and new. The smell of damp earth and blooming flowers was overpowering, yet oddly comforting. I opened my eyes, blinking against the dazzling light that filtered through the dense canopy above. Everything was a blur of color—emerald moss, sapphire leaves, and golden sunlight dancing on everything.
I lay on my back, the ground beneath me soft and cool. A strange sensation pulsed through me, like the first tremors of an earthquake, followed by a jolt of something electric.
My limbs twitched, and I realized with a start that I had a body. I stared at my hands, seeing them for the first time. They were small, delicate, with fingers that seemed too long. I wiggled them, watching them move in response. It was surreal.

I pushed myself up, only to fall back again. My body felt like a puppet, all limbs and no strings. I tried again, this time rolling onto my side. The world spun for a moment, and I clenched my eyes shut until the dizziness passed. 

Unable to process the sensory overload just yet, I kept my eyes shut and my body on the floor. I felt a strange protrusion where my head should have been, and so, I touched the top of my head. There, I encountered a soft, brim-like curve—a remnant of what had been my old 'self.' It felt familiar, yet foreign, as if it were an extension of my new body, not fully integrated but still connected.
I traced the edge of the brim, feeling a jolt of awareness run through me. It was like touching a live wire, and I snatched my hand back. The sensation subsided, leaving me with a strange tingling sensation. I took a deep breath, trying to understand what this new discovery meant. Was I still a abandoned wizard's hat, or had I become something more? Something less? The possibilities were dizzying.
I decided to start with what I knew. I remembered my owner, Sonorim, how he always wore me when practicing his magic. The memories flooded back, vivid and raw—the way his fingers would fumble with the hatband, the sway of his hips as he paced back and forth, reciting incantations. I remembered the first time I began to feel conscious, like a spark igniting in the darkness. It was terrifying and exhilarating all at once. And then, the discard. The cold, stark realization of being tossed aside, abandoned. A lump formed in my throat, and I swallowed hard, pushing away the bitter taste of rejection.
I didn't know how much time had passed since being abandoned. Time had no meaning when you are a mere object, collecting dust. But then, everything changed. A girl, frail and sickly, had decided to go and die near me. I remembered her vividly—her bony hands, her pale skin, her labored breaths. Somehow, inexplicably, I had possessed her body. It was a sudden, blinding moment of awareness, followed by an equally sudden, blinding darkness. And then, nothing. Until now.
I shuddered, the memory still raw and unsettling. I pushed myself up again, this time managing to stay upright. My body felt like a borrowed coat, too big in some places, too small in others. But it was mine now, for better or worse. I took a tentative step forward, my legs wobbling like newborn foals. The forest floor was soft, cushioned by a blanket of moss and fallen leaves. I stumbled, caught myself, and took another step. This time, I didn't fall. Progress.
As I walked, the forest seemed to awaken around me. Creatures scampered through the underbrush, their eyes glinting in the dappled light. I could hear them, could sense them, as if their presence was a tangible thing. It was overwhelming, but also exhilarating. I felt alive in a way I never had before.
I came across a small stream, the water babbling over smooth stones. I recognized the sound, felt a strange sense of nostalgia. Sonorim used to stop here often, he would bend down, cup his hands, and drink deeply. I mimicked the memory. But as I brought my hands to my mouth, I realized too late that I didn't know how to drink. The water spilled down my chin, soaking my collar. I choked, coughing and spluttering, trying to breathe through the liquid in my lungs. It was a harsh, burning sensation, one I would not soon forget. I stumbled back, my eyes watering, and dropped to my knees. The forest seemed to hold its breath with me, the creatures falling silent.
I sat there, coughing and heaving, my chest burning. The water had funneled into my nostrils, and I could feel it trickling down my face, cold and unwelcome. I swiped at it with the back of my hand, feeling ridiculous and inadequate. This body, this existence, was a lot more complicated than I had anticipated.
I spat out the last of the water, my eyes burning from the bright sun reflecting off the stream. My lungs ached, and my stomach protested the sudden influx of liquid. But despite the discomfort, I found myself drawn to the water's edge again.
As I leaned forward, I saw a face staring back at me. It was a mess of blond hair, leaves sticking out like a crown of thorns, blue eyes squinting bizarrely at the world, a small face smudged with dirt, and perched atop it all, the pointed hat that was unmistakably 'me.' I reached up, touching the brim, and it felt like coming home. 
The face in the water mimicked my movements, and I couldn't help but grin. This was familiar, comforting. I was Enya, and Enya was... well, not quite sure yet, but at least I had a name.
Enya. It sounded nice, I decided, as I stared at my reflection in the stream. The name seemed to fit the face staring back at me, even if it was just a name I had picked out of thin air. I couldn't remember where it came from, or if I had even heard it before, but it felt right. Like an old coat you hadn't worn in years, but when you slipped it on, it fit perfectly, and you remembered why you loved it so much in the first place. It was mine now, whether I remembered how I got it or not.
I splashed my face with the cool water, washing away the last of the dirt and tears from my earlier coughing fit. The water felt refreshing, and I found myself being drawn to the sound and sensation of it. It was calming, grounding. I dipped my hands in again, letting the water pool in my palms before splashing it onto my face once more. I repeated this several times, each splash bringing a sense of comfort, of belonging.
But the thirst lingered, a dryness in my throat that wouldn't go away. I looked at the water, then back at my reflection. I was a mess, but I was also me, Enya. And I was thirsty. I tried drinking again, cautiously this time, and nearly managed it. The water touched my lips, and the sensation was oddly familiar, yet still strange. I tilted my head back, the stream flowing into my mouth, and I realized that the hard part wasn't getting the water in, but keeping it from spilling out. I swallowed, and the water rushed down my throat, soothing the dryness. It was a small victory, but it felt significant.
I took another drink, this time without any mishaps. The water was cool and refreshing, and I found myself greedily gulping it down. As I drank, I noticed the forest around me seemed to hum with life. The rustling of leaves sounded louder, the birdsong was clearer, and the scampering of little creatures was more pronounced. It was as if the forest was celebrating my triumph with me.
I straightened up, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, and looked around. The forest was vast and dense, the canopy above casting dappled shadows on the forest floor.
I had no idea where to go or what to do next, but I knew I needed to move. I needed to find Sonorim. He was the only one who could answer my questions, the only one who could help me make sense of this new existence. I followed the path of the stream, letting the water guide me. 

I stumbled a few times as I walked, my legs still unused to their new function. I wondered if I should walk on all fours, trying to remember how my owner had done it with me perched on his head. My memory was a little blurry, and I couldn't quite picture it. I tried to visualize Sonorim's gait, but all I could see were flashes of his face, his hands fumbling with the hatband, his eyes scanning the pages of his spellbook. I took a tentative step forward, trying to mimic what little I could remember. My legs wobbled, and I stumbled, catching myself on a nearby tree trunk. The bark was rough against my palm, and I could feel the tree's pulse, steady and reassuring. 

I tried walking on all fours, my hands and knees touching the soft forest floor. It was more stable, and I felt a strange sense of familiarity, as if I had done this before. But despite the balance, it felt wrong. The position was too close to the ground, too close to the earthworms and the ants. I was Enya, not some beast prowling the forest. I stood up again, brushing the dirt off my hands.
I look down at my hands. They were too small, too delicate for crawling. I needed to find a better way to move. I took a few tentative steps forward, trying to mimic Sonorim's gait. It was slower, more cautious, but it felt more... me. The forest seemed to approve of my decision.
The creatures around me grew bolder, their whispers and scampering sounds guiding me as I walked. I could feel their curiosity, their fascination with the new being in their midst. I tried to sense what they sensed, to see what they saw, but my perceptions were still clumsy and disjointed. I was a newborn colt trying to find its legs, stumbling through a world that was both familiar and alien. But with each step, I felt a little more in control, a little more myself.
I was Enya, and I was walking. I just needed to keep practicing. As I walked, I kept the stream to my left, letting its gentle murmur guide me. 
It was a soothing sound, one that reminded me of Sonorim's voice when he would read his spellbooks aloud. I wondered if he was doing that now, somewhere out there, his voice echoing through the forest as he practiced his magic. I pushed the thought away, focusing on the path ahead. I didn't know how far it would lead me, but I figured if I continued to follow it, I should probably arrive at a village of some sort. They could tell me about Sonorim's whereabouts, maybe even point me in the right direction. The thought of finding him filled me with a warmth that started in my chest and radiated outwards. I hastened my steps, eager to reach my destination as quickly as possible. As I tried going faster, my legs stumbled over each other, and I found myself stumbling forward, my arms flailing in an attempt to maintain balance. Despite my efforts, gravity had other plans, and I found myself falling to the floor, my nose hitting the soft moss with a soft thud. I winced, feeling a sharp pain radiating from my nose. I lay there for a moment, the pain subsiding into a dull throb. I thought to myself that if it happened again, I should try to use my hands to stop my face from hitting the ground. It was a lesson I should have learned sooner.
I sat up, rubbing my nose gently, feeling a little silly for not thinking of it before. I looked at my hands, the same hands that had failed to break my fall. They were dirty and smudged, but they were mine. 
I wiggled my fingers, marveling at the sensation. But as I moved them, I noticed something odd. My left hand didn't respond as quickly as the right. It was sluggish, almost sloppy in its movements. I frowned, flexing my fingers, trying to understand. Was this how humans moved, or was something wrong? I rotated my wrist, feeling a dull pain in the joint. I remembered the girl's wrist, the bruise marring her skin.  I touched my wrist, feeling the tender spot. It was a strange sensation, knowing that this body had belonged to someone else, that it carried her scars and her aches. I made a mental note to be more careful with my left hand, to give it time to heal. As I stood up, I brushed off the dirt from my knees, leaving smudges on my clothes.

I looked down at myself, really taking in my appearance for the first time. My clothes were a mismatch of colors and patterns, a patchwork quilt of fabrics that seemed to have been thrown together in haste. A torn and faded skirt was held up by a thick belt, and a loose tunic hung off my shoulders, the sleeves too long and the collar frayed. My feet were bare, the soles calloused and rough. I wiggled my toes, feeling the muscles in my feet tighten and relax. It was a strange sensation, one that I found oddly comforting. I was clumsy, yes, but I was also learning. With each step, with each fall, I was piecing together what it meant to be Enya.

———
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I continued to follow the stream, my pace slower and more cautious now, mindful of my left hand and my bare feet.

The forest floor was a mixture of soft moss and hard-packed earth, the occasional root or stone jutting out to trip the unwary. I stepped carefully, testing each footfall before committing my weight. 

The forest was quiet, but the silence was not unnerving. It was a living quiet, filled with the rustle of leaves and the hum of insects.

Suddenly, a creature darted out from the bushes, its eyes locked onto me. It was about the size of a house cat, with the rusty fur of a fox and the pointed ears of a deer. Its nose twitched, taking in my scent. For a moment, I thought it was curious, perhaps even friendly. But then, its eyes narrowed, and its teeth bared in a snarl. It was interested in me, yes, but not in the way I had hoped. It saw me as prey.
I froze, my heart pounding in my chest. My first instinct was to run, but I remembered the roots and the stones. I would trip, fall, and become an easy meal.
I couldn't outrun this creature, not with my clumsy legs and slow start. So, I did the only thing I could think of. I raised my hands high above my head, fingers splayed wide, trying to appear bigger, hoping to intimidate it. I

The creature took a step back, its ears twitching, its eyes flicking between my hand and my face. I stood my ground, trying to project an air of confidence I didn't feel. The creature's snarl turned into a low growl, its tail swishing behind it. It didn't look convinced, but it also didn't look ready to charge. The standoff continued, the only sound the soft rustle of leaves and the distant murmur of the stream. I could feel the creature's gaze, like a physical touch on my skin, prickling and uncomfortable. I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry.

I couldn't keep this standoff going forever. I needed to do something, anything, to assert my dominance. I took a deep breath, trying to remember any tales of magic or creatures that Sonorim might have shared with me. 

Nothing came to mind, but a faint memory stirred. I suddenly remembered a woman I had never seen telling me to use loud noises to make animals flee. It seemed like a good idea now. I took a deep breath and let out a yell, as loud and as sudden as I could muster.
The creature flinched, its tail flattening against its body, its ears flattening against its head. It let out a yelp, a sound halfway between a bark and a whine, before turning tail and darting back into the bushes. I watched it go, my heart still pounding in my chest. I had done it. I had scared it off.
I let out a shaky laugh, a sound of relief and disbelief. I had been scared, really scared, but I had stood my ground. I had come out on top. It was a small victory, but it was mine.
I stood there, heart still pounding, lungs still burning, but exhilarated. I had handled the situation, me, Enya. I had faced a creature in the wild and sent it running. A wave of pride washed over me, and I couldn't help but feel a little smug.

But just as I was about to turn and continue on my way, something caught my eye. I reached up, touching my neck, and felt the cool, smooth metal of a collar. It was a strange sensation, one I didn't quite understand. I had seen it before, of course, but I had always dismissed it as an accessory, a part of the girl's attire. But now, in the aftermath of my encounter, it felt different. It felt bothersome, like an itch I couldn't scratch. I wondered why this girl, this body, was wearing it. And then, like a lightning bolt from a clear blue sky, I remembered Sonorim's dog.
Sonorim had a big, scruffy dog that he loved dearly. I remembered him putting a collar on it once, a sturdy leather band with a silver plate engraved with the dog's name. He said it was a symbol of ownership, a sign that the dog was his, that he cared for it, that he loved it. I had never seen anyone put a collar on... well, anything else. But why would someone put a collar on this girl? And if they did, did it mean they loved her? Or was it just a leftover, a relic of a time when they did? I ran my fingers along the chain, feeling the links. Some were loose, others were broken, their edges jagged and sharp. I looked closer, squinting at the discoloration, and realized that the chain was not silver, but rust. It had been broken for some time.
My heart ached at the thought of her, alone, unloved, and abandoned. Just like me.

I ran my thumb over the collar, feeling the rough edges of the rusted links. This girl, this body, was once someone's loved one, just as I was once Sonorim's hat. I wondered if he knew, if he had any idea where she went or what happened to her. I decided then and there, after I found Sonorim, I would ask him to help me find this girl's loved one. If I was using her body, the least I could do was help bring some closure to her life.
I resolved to find out more about her past once I found Sonorim.

For now, I had a different priority: survival. I needed to proceed with caution and keep my wits about me. The last thing I needed was another encounter with a predator, magical or otherwise.
I continued down the path, my steps a bit more deliberate than before. The stream burbled along beside me, a comforting presence in the otherwise silent forest. I was suddenly aware of the weight of the collar around my neck, a constant reminder of the girl whose life I now inhabited. 
I touched it gently, tracing the cool metal, feeling the rough edges of the rusted links. It was a stark contrast to the vibrant, magical world I found myself in. I wondered if she had ever seen this forest, if she had ever experienced the magic that now pulsed through my veins.
——-
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After walking for what felt like hours, I suddenly realized that it was becoming harder to move, each step requiring more effort than the last. My breath came quicker, my lungs burning with each gasp. I clutched at my side, feeling a sharp pain that made me wince. I leaned against a nearby tree, trying to catch my breath, but the air seemed to be in short supply, my lungs struggling to draw in enough to satisfy my needs. I coughed, a harsh, wracking sound that echoed through the forest, and it was then that I suddenly remembered: Sonorim had to rest often, especially when walking in the forest. I wondered if this body needed rest as well. I looked down at my arms, at the scratches and bruises that marred the skin. They were signs of wear and tear, of a body pushed beyond its limits.
I hadn't considered that this body, this vessel, might have its own needs, its own limitations. I had been so focused on my own desires, on finding Sonorim, that I had forgotten that this body was not a magical artifact, but a living, breathing entity.

A realization dawned on me: I needed to rest. I slumped against the tree, feeling my body protest the sudden lack of movement. But the relief was immense. My breaths came slower, deeper, the burn in my lungs easing. 

I reached up, my hand brushing against the brim of the hat that now adorned my head. I hesitated, my fingers hovering just above the hatband, afraid of causing more damage. I remembered the first time Sonorim had worn it, how excited he had been, how proud. And now, it was tattered and torn, a shell of my former self. 

I carefully traced the brim, feeling the jagged edges where the hat had been torn. A pang of guilt shot through me. This was my old life, my old form, and I didn't want to cause it any more harm than it had already endured. I had to be careful, to take care of it, to protect it as best I could. The hat had been my home, my existence, and now it was part of me, and I was part of it.
I couldn't help but feel a sense of irony. Here I was, a sentient magical hat, now occupying a human body, and I was more worried about damaging my old self than my new one. 
It was a strange dichotomy, but it made sense in a way. This body, this life, was new and unknown to me. The hat, the memories of my past existence, they were familiar, comfortable. They were me.

They were all me, both the hat and the body, and I needed to treat them with the same care and respect. I took a deep breath, the cool air filling my lungs, and made a decision. I needed to take a break, to rest and recuperate. I couldn't push myself any further if I wanted to find Sonorim. I looked around, trying to find a suitable spot to rest. 

I was no longer just a hat, after all, and my body needed a break. But where could I go? The forest was vast and dense, with no clear path or sign of civilization. I couldn't just flop down anywhere like I used to, when Sonorim would toss me onto his bedside table. No, this body needed something more comfortable, more secure.

I spotted a large, moss-covered boulder nearby, half-shaded by a sprawling oak tree. It looked like a good place to rest.
I made my way towards the boulder, my legs protesting with each step. I ignored them, focusing on the goal. As I approached, I could see that the moss was soft and inviting, and the boulder was large enough. 
I lay down on my stomach, making sure the hat on my head was not damaged. My body sank into the moss, the cool dampness seeping into my clothes, but it was a welcome relief after the exertion of the walk. I reached up and gently adjusted the hat, making sure that the brim was not bent or creased.

Satisfied, I let my arms fall, feeling the moss squish beneath me. It was an odd sensation, but not unpleasant. I closed my eyes, letting my body sink into the softness of the moss. 

The cool dampness against my skin was a stark contrast to the heat that had built up during my walk. My breaths came slower, deeper, and I could feel the tension in my muscles easing.
The sound of the stream bubbling nearby was soothing, almost lulling. I found myself drifting off, the weight of my body sinking deeper into the moss. My mind wandered, and I suddenly remembered Sonorim's stories of magical creatures that could lure travelers to sleep with their sweet songs. I chuckled softly, imagining such a creature trying to lull me to sleep with its enchanting tune. I wouldn't stand a chance.
———
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When I woke up, I felt cold and wet. 
I sat up, brushing the moss off my clothes, and that's when I noticed the wet spot near my waist. I frowned, wondering where it came from. I hadn't felt any rain during my sleep, and the sky above was clear and blue. My fingers lingered on the damp patch, tracing the edges as if expecting to find an answer. Then, it dawned on me. I had been leaking. I blushed, suddenly self-conscious, and quickly patted the area dry with some of the moss. I had heard Sonorim talking about something similar happening once, but I had never thought it would happen to me. I was a hat, after all. Or at least, I used to be.
As I stood up, I felt a strange sensation in my lower abdomen, a dull ache that made me wince. 
I suddenly remembered, I am supposed to eat, right? My body needs sustenance, just like the other living beings I had seen in the forest. The realization was a shock, a stark reminder that this body had needs, needs that I was responsible for. I couldn't just flit about like I used to, powered by magic. I looked around, my stomach rumbling loudly in protest. But where could I find food in this forest? I had no idea what was safe to eat, what was edible, and what was poisonous. I couldn't just pluck a leaf and munch on it like a goat.
I walked over to the stream, cupping my hands and scooping up some water. It was cool and refreshing, but it did nothing to ease the hunger gnawing at my insides. I splashed some water onto my face, trying to clear my thoughts.
I had to think, had to figure out what to do. I couldn't just wander the forest aimlessly, hoping to stumble upon food. 

I needed a plan, a strategy. But I was at a loss. I had no survival skills, no knowledge of edible plants, and no way to hunt or trap animals. I was a hat! I didn't even know how to make a fire without magic. I sighed, feeling overwhelmed. I was so focused on finding Sonorim that I hadn't even considered how I would survive in this new world. I sat down by the stream, letting the cool water lap at my feet. 

It was soothing, but it did little to alleviate the gnawing hunger in my belly. I needed food, but I had no idea where to start. 

I looked around the forest, my gaze landing on a small, red fruit hanging from a nearby bush. 

It was plump and inviting, but I had no idea if it was safe to eat. I hesitated, my hand hovering over the fruit, my stomach growling in protest. I couldn't just stand here, starving. I had to take a chance, had to risk it. I reached out, my fingers brushing against the smooth skin of the fruit. It was warm, almost pulsating with life. I plucked it off the stem, holding it in my palm.

I stared at it, my brow furrowed in confusion. I don't really know how humans eat, I thought. I know I am supposed to put it in my mouth, but then what? I brought my hand up to my lips, the fruit hovering between them. I hesitated, feeling a bit silly. Did I just swallow it whole? I tried putting the fruit in my mouth, but it was too big. It pressed against my teeth, and I couldn't close my mouth all the way. I let out a muffled, "Mphf?" with the fruit still in my mouth, trying to figure out what to do. 

It was too big to swallow whole, too hard to bite through... or so it seemed. I was about to take it out when I remembered seeing Sonorim bite into an apple once. He had bitten off a chunk, chewed it up, and then swallowed. I mimicked the motion, biting down on the fruit. It was soft and juicy, the taste exploding in my mouth like a firework display. It was sweet and tangy, a symphony of flavors that danced on my tongue. I chewed, the juice dribbling down my chin, and swallowed. It felt strange, this new sensation, but it was also exhilarating.

I could feel the life in the fruit, the energy coursing through me, fueling my body. I took another bite, chewing more slowly this time, savoring the taste. It was a foreign concept, enjoying food, but one that I quickly grew to appreciate. I finished the fruit, licking the juice from my fingers, feeling a sense of satisfaction. I had found food and consumed it. 
But as I sat there, basking in my newfound skill, I realized that my hunger was not yet sated. The fruit had been delicious, but it had been small, and my stomach rumbled its discontent.
I looked around, my eyes scanning the forest floor and the bushes for more food. I spotted a patch of dark green leaves nearby, their edges glistening with moisture. I cautiously made my way to them, my stomach growling in anticipation. I knelt down, my fingertips brushing against the smooth leaves. They were soft and pliable, and I remembered seeing Sonorim pick leaves like these from his garden. He would tear them off and chew on them, saying they were good for him. I plucked a leaf, holding it up to my nose and inhaling deeply. It smelled earthy, with a subtle tang that reminded me of the forest floor after rain.

I tentatively placed it in my mouth, feeling the texture against my tongue as I chewed. It was bitter and tough, not at all like the sweet fruit. I struggled to swallow, my throat protesting the dry, fibrous mass. I coughed, my eyes watering, and forced myself to take a swallow of water from the stream. The feeling of the leaf stuck in my throat, but after a few more swallows, it finally went down.
I made a mental note to avoid those leaves in the future. They might be good for Sonorim, but they certainly weren't for me. I stood up, brushing the dirt off my knees, and continued my search.
The forest was a treasure trove of unknowns, and I had to navigate it carefully.
I spotted a cluster of mushrooms growing near the base of a tree, their caps pushing through the forest floor like tiny, white-capped heads. I knelt down, plucking a few and examining them closely. I remembered seeing Sonorim eat mushrooms once, declaring them a delicacy. I tentatively popped one into my mouth, chewing slowly. It was earthy and slightly bitter, but not unpleasant. Encouraged, I grabbed a handful and began to munch on them, feeling the cool softness against my teeth.
As I chewed, the earthy taste filled my mouth, and I reached for more. I popped them in, the peels glistening in the dappled sunlight filtering through the canopy above. I was actually enjoying this, feeling the cool crunch of the mushrooms, the slight resistance as I bit into them. I felt a sense of accomplishment, like I had conquered the forest and its bounty. I was doing it, I was surviving. I closed my eyes, taking a deep breath, letting the smell of the forest fill my lungs. I felt a warmth spread through me, a lightness in my
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